


it would be the hangman's noose.

That same day a guard entered the cell. He handed me the Bible they had
taken the first day. Was this the last desperate attempt? Was this the final
meal before the hanging? It no longer mattered, | found solace in the sure
knowledge that | had not revealed any details about the brave peasant boy who
pulled an American airman out of a field and saved my life. Name, rank and
serial number; | had kept the soldier's faith.

There were footsteps in the hall, the door swung open and two guards
entered. My legs were like rubber and they supported me on each side as we
made what turned out to be the final trip to the Interrogator. We entered the
office and the guards sat me down in a chair.

The Luftwaffe Captain smiled. "Good morning, Lieutenant." For forty days
| had been known as Mister; was this another ploy or a ticket to Germany?

He continued. "l have something to show you." He unrolled a wall chart, |
stared in disbelief; it was labeled in large letters, 'TABLE OF ORGANIZATION
OF THE SECOND BOMB GROUP." My group. So he knew all along! The Commanding
officer was listed--Col. Rice. The four squadrons were listed with their
identification numbers. A red line was drawn through a few ships, and where a -
ship was red lined there was a date. The captain must have read my mind. "The
red lined aircraft have gone down this month of August."Yes, Lieutenent, we
knew you were on a B-17 number 183, shot down over southwestern Slovakia.
The number on the tail section survived the crash. You might be interested in
knawing that Col. Rice has completed his tour and is now a Brigadier General
in the Pentagon."” (later at Stalag Luft Ilf in Germany | was able to confirm
this report by a pilot from my group shot down at a later date.) | Tried to
appear calm, but inwardly | was astonished by these revelations. He cont-
inued. "So Lieutenent, we knew on July 7 who you were, but what had you
become? You disappeared on that day but surfaced many kilometers and eight
days later near Vienna, Austria, not as an airman but as a spy in civilian
clothes."

"What have you seen, whom did you contact, what information do you
have? It is not important now, this is a fast moving war, last month's
knowledge is obsolete. You will now go to Germany and play baseball with
your comrades." He handed me a loaf of bread from the walil, and the two
guards took me to the transport room. They pulled the door open and pushed me
inside, my rubber legs gave way and | sat on the floor clutching the bread.

There were approximately thirty-five allied flyers in that room, all in
uniform. The room fell silent as they viewed this apparition in their midst.
My last shower had been forty-eight days ago,l had not regained control of my



bladder or bowels. | had lain in my own excrement for days. The large black
suit was nearly falling off. The silence was broken by an American sergeant.
He pointed down at me and said to no one in particular. "Who is that." A ser-
geant standing next to him said, "That must be one of those Yugoslav part-
isans." | pulled out my dog tags and waved them joyously in the air. Laughter
filled the room. It was a spontaneous celebration for one of their comrades
who had survived. It was a wonderful moment. It was August 23, 1944. | was
home again.

Epilogue

In the spring of 1946 | was contacted by an agent of the F.B.l. in San
Diego, Ca. He wanted a deposition relative to the beating by the Hungarian
guards. | was able to furnish the date, a description of the two guards,
circumstances of the attack and a rough location of the shack where the
atrocity took place. The deposition was to be turned over to the War Crimes
Commission in an attempt to apprehend the two guards and bring them to
trial.
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